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Author's Notes: 

| just thought this story up, and had to write it. Mostly because |970's|Malcolm Young is my babe, but also 
because | just love it. | did my venue and concert research and all of that (which took FOREVER), but it was 
worth it. Hope you love this, too! (More will be added) 


"Lex! Get your arse out of bed and get dressed, we got a half hour to get to the concert, and you' slowin’ us 
down" | opened my eyes, picked up my bedside clock and swore loudly at the time. My older sister by three 
years, Jennifer, pulled to covers off of me, and | yawned, the December air warming my skin like a heater on 
low. She threw my prized "14 AC/DC Melbourne shirt at my face, then a pair of jeans and a bra. | hurriedly 
got everything on, grabbing my purse, slinging it around my shoulder, and taking 30 dollars for another concert 
shirt from my mum's purse as | went into the kitchen. My sister said loudly,'Mum, Lex and | are gonna leave, 
we'll be back, probably later tonight!" Mum yelled a "Stay safe" from her room, where she was grading tests 
of her year five class. 


Jen and | went outside to the car park of our flat building in Melbourne, and as she turned on the engine of 


our family's Holden, the radio turned on, | almost screamed; | heard a voice say, "It's a combination of the High 


Voltage and the TN.T. album, together as one album called High Vol-." Jen instantly switched the programme 
off, and | smacked her on the arm as she reversed out of the car park and into the road. "What? You get to 
see him live in, what, twenty or so minutes? Remember, this is a birthday present from Mum. She wouldn't 
usually let you out on a Thursday night to go see AC/DC practically alone in the pit" | shrugged. "Yeah, well, 


y'know. She's just worried "bout me." 


"Yeah, but she doesn't have to be all secretive about your existence. Which is why l'm showin’ you my present 


to you when the concerts ending, cos you'll be out for a bit longer.” 


| crossed my arms as she sped down the main avenue, a smirk plastered to her stupid mouth. "You ain't gonna 


tell me, aren't you?" "Nope! You gotta wait." 


| stayed quiet the entire drive to the Festival Hall, my ticket in my hand. When we got to the venue's packed 
car park after driving around for twelve minutes, Jen stopped by the curb. "Lex, I'm gonna drop you off. 
Here's my present for you. Close your eyes, or you won't get it!" | did as she said, and felt a thick piece of 
plastic in my hand. | looked at the shining plastic, and almost cried at the large letters declaring "BACKSTAGE 
PASS". 


"You should be grateful, they were nearly sold out. Backstage passes are really hard to get, especially when 
that bitch Sierra is tryin’ to get an armful for twenty in front of you in line. But she"s not goin’ backstage to 
see my baby sister's hero, ain't she?" | smiled and got out of the car, slamming the door behind me and going 
into the hall by myself, a nineteen year old in a sea of people in their twenties. 


| was basically pushed to the front by three twenty one year olds, all of whom said they could get me 
backstage as soon as the gig was over, due to being close friends of Angus, and since it was my birthday. | 
couldn't help but fall over a bit when Malcolm walked on stage, his long hair in his face, but his mouth visibly 
smiling when the crowd roared. | screamed, "| LOVE YOU, MALCOLM!" at the top of my lungs, and he must 
have heard me, because | saw him laugh and wave in my direction He started tuning the guitar as Phil Rudd 
and Mark Evans came up, laughing about something. And then the lights dimmed, and the crowd started 
chanting, "AC/DC!" until the entire building seemed to say the word, till the word seemed to drip from the 


ceiling then fall to the ground, exploding into screams of frenzied and hormonally driven anticipation. 


And then there was a blast of red and white lights as the stage was lit up. Drums were being assaulted, 
Angus jumping onstage with a deadly guitar riff on his fingers and his school uniform tie flying around his neck. 
Malcolm and Mark started to play, as Bon Scott sauntered to the centre of the stage, saying into the 
microphone, "GOOD EVENING, MELBOURNE, AUSTRALIA!" 


The crowd went absolutely wild as they started off the night with "She's Got Balls", and | didn't even care that 
by the third song, one of the guys had hoisted me up onto his shoulders, and | was actually on the same level 
as Angus and the rest of the band. And then, Malcolm started "Soul Stripper." | knew that he was partially lead 
on this song, but | couldn't help but go crazy with each nod of his head to the beat, his long brown hair 
moving with him. But what really got me was when they did "You Ain't Got A Hold On Me," but that was 


because it was now Malcolm who was on lead instead of his brother But it meant that he was able to get 


even closer to the crowd, which | had nothing to complain about. 


| followed a crowd of people to the backstage door as soon as the concert ended, again pushed to the front by 
the three teenagers. The one who had put me on his shoulders knocked on the door in a rhythm, and | almost 
fell over nothing when Angus Young opened the door. "Hey, mates! It's been forever!" 


"Yeah, really! Angus, d'you think this girl can go and meet Mal? It's her nineteenth, and | gotta go in a minute 
so | can meet up with her sister." 


Angus nodded and smiled at me. "What's your name, love?" "Alexis." "Come on, then, most people don't even ask 
for Mal, so he'll be happy." | smiled and walked past him and into the backstage room, where there were 
currently two other women standing by another door, where | heard loud moans and swearing, making me 
blush. | heard the other main door shut, and Angus put his arm around my shoulder, whistling loud. Malcolm, 


Phil and Mark turned around. 
"Hey, Mal, this is Alexis, its her birthday. She's interested." 


Malcolm got up off of the couch, swaying slightly, and | saw the half empty bottle of XXXX in his hand, not at 
all surprised he was drunk. He walked amazingly steady towards me, looking me up and down, nodding. "Yeah, 
yeah, she's pretty. C'mere." He held out his hand, which | took hesitantly in my own, and | could tell | was 
blushing even more as he led me out a back door. | didn't notice that he was leading me to a car until he got 
to the driver's side, digging in his pockets for the keys. | walked over to his side, moving him away from the 
driver car door and putting my hands in his pockets, holding up the keys when | found them. | couldn't stop 
smiling like an idiot, and stared straight into his eyes, him into mine, though not as focused. More out of it. But 
he must have gotten used to the level of alcohol he'd had, because when he asked me, "Why'd you decide me?" 
his voice wasn't even slurred. | took my hand from his pocket, bringing it up to his head to brush his hair out 
of his face with gentle fingers. | closed my eyes as he put his hands on my waist, slipping them underneath to 
my sides, ghosting over my skin and making me laugh. 


"You' hot as hell, for one, you' amazing at guitar, you are absolutely gorgeous, you don't care what anyone 
says about your brother as long as they aren't complete arseholes, and | heard you are actually really good 
doin’ it" His hands froze. "Where'd you hear that?" "When | first saw you and couldn't stop thinking about you 
being my first" 


He continued running his hands over my sides, moving his hands to my back so we were flush against each 


other. 


‘lm your first?" | looked down at our feet, at the grey pavement littered with powdery glass that glinted from 
a street lamp. He nudged my forehead with his nose whispering, "Look at me, Alexis. Alex, c'mon" | did, and his 


eyes were focused now, focused on me. 


"| don't think you' wrong for thinking that. | think it's just fine. Okay?" He moved his lips to the right corner of 
my mouth, just touching mine until | said, "Okay." And then he kissed me. 


It started out slow, like how I'd always expected a first kiss to be, but it quickly turned more frantic as | tried 
to get the keys into the car, where it wouldn't be as cold. But Malcolm shook his head. "No," he said, 
seriousness on his face, "Right here." | went along with it, letting him pull my shirt over my head before | 
pulled the hair band holding my hair up off and threw it somewhere by the back door. Mal grinned into my 
mouth and | could taste the liquor on his breath, strong and intoxicating. His left hand worked its way to the 
back of my bra, expertly unhooking it. | took no time to take that off and throw it on the ground. | hastily 
went right back to kissing him, simultaneously unbuttoning my jeans and unzipping them, bringing them down to 
my ankles along with my underwear. Malcolm grabbed me by the waist, picking me up and sitting me on the 
hood of the car, undoing his jeans. 


My body instinctively relaxed, laying down on my back, not even noticing how cold the car hood was. He took 
my hips in his hands and moved me towards him, and | lifted my head up to see what he was doing. He held up 
a finger for me to see, then two. | understood, nodded. | knew this part; I'd done it to myself the night after 
my third concert, when | had seen him play a solo with the most attractive glance in my direction ever given 
by a single pair of eyes. When he did put his fingers in me, though, | didn't expect the different feeling. | 
couldn't help letting out a moan, which only intensified into a full body arch when he started to move them 
slightly wider apart, getting me ready. After a minute, | looked back up at him, and he was holding onto my 


knees, spreading my legs out. | let out a small "Malcolm?" 
"Yeah?" 

"Could you fuck me really hard, now? Please?" 

He smirked. 


"You sure you want it hard?" | propped myself up on my hands, staring him down. "Why would | be anything 
but sure about wanting you to do me till m sore?" He chuckled, and looked up at me as he pushed in, and | 
felt my lower half growing hot as the friction got even more intense, my low swears soon becoming cries of 
his name at the top of my lungs as he pounded into me, his long hair getting in his face as he moved his hips 


forward. 


He grabbed me by the waist, making me sit up, the angle change causing my head to spin. | wrapped my arms 
tight around his neck, keeping my fingers twisted into his hair as he went deeper into me, his mouth open 
against my shoulder. | felt my insides tighten up, and arched my back and couldn't even make a noise as he 


came, his breaths coming in pants as he bucked his hips against mine until he was done. 


We stayed there, my legs around his waist, his hands on my back. He pulled away, and | fell back onto the car 
hood, staring up with wide eyes at the clear sky above me. 


| sighed and got off, putting my clothes back on. 


Mum would kill me if she found out | was even within arm reach of Malcolm Young, let alone with him while 


Jen wasn't around. 


Malcolm ended up being oriented enough afterwards to drive me home in the same car, and as he pulled up in 
front of the flat block, | leaned over and kissed him. “Thank you. For.you know, shagging me, | guess." He laughed 
and nodded. "My pleasure." | smiled and got out of the car, waving goodbye as he drove off. When the tail 

lights of the Holden vanished, | leaned against the front door of the flat building, thinking of what would happen 


if we did it again 


| shook my head, digging the keys to the door out of my purse. After relocking and getting on the elevator, | 
hardly noticed when Jen came in, her hair an absolute mess, her cheeks red, and her shirt inside out. | raised 
an eyebrow. "So, what was his name?" She sighed, closing her eyes and grinning. "Mason. God, he was good. He 


was just soslow, you know? Andyou, how was Malcolm?" 


| blushed. "We.. weren't slow." Jen's mouth widened. "WOAH, WHATI? You went hard first? God, it's like | don't 
even know you. I'd expect you to have been all sentimental and shit" | shrugged. "Yeah, well, I'D expect you to 
be the one to go hard first. Not sentimental.” She smiled and hugged me. "l'm so happy we can talk like that 
and it isn't awkward." | smiled, but only half-heartedly. "Yeah. I'm glad we can" 


After lm Home 


Two Days Later 


His hands trail up and down my spine, my heart racing. | can't think; | only feel his hands on me, my fingernails 
digging into his back. My head is light, like there's nothing inside and if he lets go of me, I'll float away like 
smoke. | can't help but bring two fingers to my clit, and start to move against them, my body tightening and 
shaking at the overwhelming feeling of both Malcolm thrusting slowly into me and my fingers on the bundle of 
nerves. | can feel myself getting wetter, can feel Malcolm starting to slide easier, and | moan his name out 


loud. 


| woke up, and, hearing the floorboards creaking in front of my door, looked to my right. | blinked and groaned 
at the light leaking under my door from the hallway. | sighed. 


"Mum, go to bed. I'm just dreaming." The door to my room swung open slowly, and my heart nearly stopped. 
My mum was standing there, an empty wine bottle in her hand, and a magazine in the other. She threw it at 
my bed, and screamed, "WHO THE HELL DO YOU THINK YOU ARE? | let you out for a concert! NOT TO BE 
SCREWED BY MALCOLM BLOODY YOUNG!" | screamed and jumped off of my bed as she threw herself at me, a 
primal look of rage on her face. She grabbed me by the arms, held onto me as tight as she was able to. | 
struggled, tears streaming down my face as she shook me violently, screaming into my face, "YOU LIED TO ME! 
HOW COULD YOU DO THIS TO ME?! I'VE BEEN TRYING TO KEEP YOU SAFE FROM PEOPLE LIKE HIM SINCE YOUR 
SHIT FATHER LEFT US! AND YOU DO THIS!" | managed to get out of her grip, and reached for the nearest hard 
object | laid my hands on. A lamp. 


| held it out in front of me like a shield and tried to talk calmly, but my voice kept rising from the fear 
running through me like a wildfire. "Mum, please, he's not like Dad, he's not gonna hurt me! Please, you gotta 
listen to me! Put the FUCKING BOTTLE DOWN, MUM! YOU"RE DRUNK! PLEASE, MUMI" | ducked just as she 
swung, and | felt glass flying in all directions as the bottle hit the floor, large shards jettisoning past my legs 
and cutting into my skin like throwing knives as they went by. She was about to grab me again, but | closed 
my eyes as tight as possible as | hit her head with the lamp in my hands, dropping it and limping into the 
hallway even before she fell down onto the hardwood. | held my hands over my mouth, and sunk to my knees, 
shaking and hardly able to breathe. | tugged my hair through my fingers and said to no one, "What did | just 
do, Jesus, what did | just dol?" 


| suddenly felt arms tighten around me, and screamed and kicked as somebody started half dragging, half 
carrying me towards the flat door, but the calming voice of my sister helped me know | was alright, that it 
was only her. "It's okay, Lex, come on, we have to leave. We gotta go." 


She didn't let go of me, but picked me up, paling as she saw blood dripping onto the floor. She carried me out 
of the flat, to the elevator, and out to our car, while the doorman called the police after she painstakingly told 
him what she had seen and heard, minus the part about Mal and me. We got in the car, and she turned to me. 


"Where does the band usually stay? Since you know everything about them." | hissed through my teeth as the 


cuts finally started to hurt. 


"Um-they're probably at the Freeway Gardens Motel, | think. Its on Flemington if I'm remembering right. 
There's a hospital on the same road" She nodded and got the Holden in gear, going as fast as she legally could 
to Flemington Road ten minutes from home. She parked in the car park of the motel, turning around and 


grabbing my hand. "It's okay," she said, her eyes locked onto mine, "You're gonna be okay. | promise." 


| bit my bottom lip as she got out, saying, "I'm just gonna see if they're here and get one of them to pick you 
up, alright? Sit tight" | watched her enter the three storey building, and felt sick as the metallic smell of blood 
started filling the car. | rolled down the window and leaned my head out, inhaling cool night time air in deep 


breaths. | heard two voices coming towards me, and watched as Jen and Malcolm hurried to the car. Mal 


opened the door, and shook his head. 


"If she tries To find you two, | swear I'll kill her." | looked at my leg as he lifted me up, and gagged as he made 
a beeline for the hospital entrance; my legs were nearly completely red, down to my heels, darker red streams 
of blood ending in drops. | hid my face in Malcolm's shirt as he kicked the front door of the hospital open, 
screaming, "IF SOMEONE DOESN'T HELP HER RIGHT NOW, | SWEAR TO GOD, YOU'LL PAY HELL!" 

EK 

| woke up in an uncomfortable white bed, and jumped when | saw dark red liquid dripping into my arm from an 
IV tube. Then | remembered what happened. My mum, looking like she'd just been released from Hell to drag 
me back with her; Jennifer picking me up and putting me in the car; Malcolm, running out to get me, running 
into the hospital and screaming for someone to help me as | hid my face in his chest. | remembered my 
bleeding legs, and pulled the covers over me away. | saw my skin stitched in places, bandaged in others, some 


spots still leaking through gauze in a bright red. 


| sighed and tried lifting my body up, wincing when one of the stitches rubbed along the bedcover. Holding onto 
a bedside table for support, | hobbled towards the exit of my room when | felt the IV tug on my arm. | whined 
and turned around, cursing all things breakable when | saw Mal in the chair next to my bed, asleep and almost 
peaceful. | climbed back onto the hospital bed, and over to the chair, holding in a yell of pain as | worked to sit 
on his lap. He didn't open his eyes, but said, "You should sleep, Alex, you've been through hell." 


| shook my head. "No, l'm fine, really. I've been through worse." He wrapped his arms around me, kissing my 
dark brown hair gently. | closed my eyes, sighed as my muscles relaxed and relieved the tension on the 
stitches. Mal sang in my ear, soft and low. "Saw you in the front row, movin’ to the beat, just moving and 
grooving." | fell asleep as he sang to me, my head giving me endless repeats of my first night with him. 

*K 

| grab my leather bag as Malcolm stops in front of Melbourne Girl's Grammar School, and kiss him before 
opening the door. "Have a good day, Alex, be good" | grin, and lean back into the car to say, "I'm only ever bad 
with you. Love you." | kiss him again, and then wave as he drives away, and hurry into the school building, put 
on my red winter jacket as | do. | head to the main office down the hall, but as | walk up to the front desk, am 
stopped by the receptionist, who holds up a finger. | roll my eyes as she hangs up, and move back up in front 
of her. 


"Hi. | didn't get a schedule in the mail, and | dunno if my mum sent in the enrolment form." She gets up to a 


file cabinet just behind her, turns her head round to look at me. "Name?" 
"Alexa Harris. l'm in Year 2 this year." 


She looks through the files, and finds mine. "Birthday is November fourth, right?" | nod, and she takes out a 
white sheet of paper. "Your sister took care of everything yesterday, apparently. She said that the county will 
be paying for your final year of education" She puts the paper back, and hands me my unsent schedule. 


"Sorry about the slow communication, but home disputes are serious matters." | smile, not in earnest, and | 


think she understands that the world knowing about my mum isn't exactly the best thing ever for me. 


My best friend Michelle sat next to me in English, and even before our new teacher starts talking, we already 
pass a torrent of notes, mainly about Malcolm and me. | put the newest square in my bag as the school bell 


rings, and look up. 


"G'day, girls, my name is Mr. Freeman. But, as | have heard is normal here, you can call me by my first name, 
Adam." While most other girls inhale like they have just seen God, Michelle (who has a boyfriend from 
Melbourne High who looks exactly like Paul McCartney) and | just sit normally. | mean, yeah, sure. Maybe this 
new teacher looks about twenty four and has a face that belongs more on the cover of a magazine than in 
front of a classroom, but Mal is still way hotter. | lean over to Michelle, and whisper, "Guitarists are hotter 
than teachers." She snorts and the girl behind us hisses, "Shut up, he's gorgeous, way more than Malcolm 
Young.” | look straight at the blackboard, staring daggers into the dark surface while the bitch behind me keeps 


getting on my nerves. 


"Now, Mick Jagger is one guy | think is hot” 


| roll my eyes. "Hot to someone with no taste in guys." 
"Yeah, well, he's never had the Jack." 


"When my dad was a teenager his girlfriend got it after going to a Stones concert because of Mick, so you 
don't know shite about your wannabe boyfriend, Sierra" She's quiet to that. 


| turn around "Oh, and just because you hate my guts and want to kill me for the stupidest reason on the 
entire fucking Earth doesn't mean you can try and get with Mal. Because if you so much as bloody touch his 
arm, | swear to God, | will rip your head off. Okay?" | smile and turn back around, and feel something wet hit 
the back of my head, and then a snigger of "I was the one who got him drunk off his arse on Wednesday and 
back to you on Thursday morning.’ And then hell breaks loose. 


| feel like nothing will satisfy me more than grabbing her by the throat and leaving scars with my fingernails, 
but its a mutual feeling. As | do an almost inhuman jump from my seat straight at Sierra, she stands up, 
grabs my shirt collar, and punches me hard. | feel her fist slam into my jaw, and | let out something that 


sounds like a cat snarling at a rival, loud and primal. | claw at her hair, not even caring when she screams as 


chunks of her bloody hair drop to the floor. She kicks me in the stomach hard, sending me straight into a desk, 
the back of my head colliding with the corner causing lights to burst in my vision. | watch the world spin 
around, and feel suddenly sick to my stomach. | put my hand to the back of my head, and all of the voices 
around me seem to turn into a single loud, droning, high-pitched whine that makes my insides churn. | bring my 
hand down, and when | see blood, my body heaves forward violently before | black out, voices gone. 

XE% 

December 3rd, IT15 


| was pulled out of my dream when | heard Jen knocking on my door. "Lex, come on, wake up. Mum's sentence 
hearing is today. | know you don't want to miss it” 


| blinked wildly as she opened the window curtains of what had once been our family flat, what was now hers 
and mine. My room was lit up with sunlight, and | groaned. "Jesus, Jen, you could've done that a bit less 


intensely, my eyes bloody hurt now." 


She shrugged and walked out of the bedroom, saying, "Get dressed, the boys are picking us up in twenty," as 
she did. | sat up, stretching my arms and yawning, walking over to my closet and picking out a summer dress 


and flats before going into the kitchen. 


| stopped in the hallway when | saw five guys sitting at our dining room table, all but one of them drinking 
from beer cans. One of them, his long brown hair in his face, smiled happily when he saw me. | smiled back, 
and hugged Malcolm from behind, closing my eyes when he kissed my cheek. "Morning, Alex. You missed the 
food." 


| dug my face into his shoulder, breathing in cigarette smoke and alcohol, but it wasn't the same smell as 
mum. It was calming, not in anticipation of being screamed at or hurt. Probably because | knew what set him 
off and was careful not to be too paranoid about what he was doing or where he went with the boys, and | 
think that's what helped him love me. | sighed, and said, "Jen said you lot would be here in twenty minutes.” 


"Happy you got up, though, right?" 
"Yeah." 


He patted his lap, and with no words exchanged, | sat down, one arm slung around his shoulders and the other 
in front to reach the other hand so | was loosely holding him. He put his left hand on my left side, and pulled 
my body closer so | was almost leaning on him. | absent mindedly combed his hair slowly through my fingers, 
my head resting on his. Before we got any closer, Jen grabbed her keys and purse and tapped Bon on the 


shoulder. 
"We gotta leave now, ten minutes ‘til it starts." 


He nodded and got up, the other guys following Jen and the singer out the door, Mal and | the last ones. | 


closed and locked the door, and we all continued to the elevator, Malcolm holding my hand and smiling small as 


we all got off the elevator on the bottom floor. A couple of people recognized the boys, and we had to stop so 
Angus, Bon and Mal could sign two guy's hands with pens, only to be given pieces of paper from the front desk. 
They didn't stay and talk, they only said that they had to go somewhere for a friend. 


We all piled into the Holden, Bon, Ang and Jen in the front, while | sat in Mal's lap in the back with Phil and 
Mark. As we drove towards the courthouse, | thought | saw Bon and Angus sneak looks at each other, the kind 
| saw little kids in love do, but | dismissed it. Bon had a girlfriend, so he wasn't shagging Ang or anything. Right? 
| started to doubt it when Mal whispered, "Can't they just stop for a day?" 


| turned around and whispered back, "What, Bon and Angus?" 


"Yeah, they do that all the time. It used to be a bit more obvious, but then | think it was Mark who 
accidentally saw Bon givir head to Angus." He shivered, and | giggled. 


"What, so they're together?" 


"| dunno, it's complicated. | think they just do it when they've got nothin’ to do." | nodded and remembered how 
Mal's face had sort of glazed over with a look of confusion when Ang had grabbed Bon on stage during The 
Jack, and only then realized that he'd probably done that every single time they played it. 


After what felt like forever (but was really just about five minutes) we arrived at the courthouse in 
Downtown Melbourne, and | felt my heart rate increase just with the thought that my mum would be seeing 
me with Malcolm in public. When we all got out of the car, | held onto Mal's hand, and said in a small voice, 


"Don't leave me alone with her. Please don't leave me here." 


He nodded and kissed my head, putting his arm around my shoulders and bringing me to his side. "Don't worry, 
Ill be with you. She can't hurt you again" 


And with that, we walked up the marble stairs leading up to the courthouse doors, and went inside. 
EK 


Going On The Road 


"How long did she get?" 


"Twenty years. Jen told ‘em about how she'd kicked her a couple of times as a kid and all that. | started crying 


cos Mum called Jen a liar." 
"How about Mal? Did she go off on him, too?" 


"You've no bloody idea, mate, she went to town. The judge had to do the.. the hammer..thing. Shit, Michelle, 


what's it called?" 
"Bang the gavel?" 


"Yeah, that, cos mum was yelli at Mal about how he'd ‘taken advantage of my daughter’, and the judge 


actually made me say out loud that it was actually consensual. It was awkward." 
Michelle sighed. "I still can't believe that she nearly kill ya" 
"Me neither." 


"Oh! Gotta go, Lex, Jim just got ‘ere, my parents are out. Talk to ya later, alright?" She hung up before | said 
bye, and when | put the phone back on the hook, | heard the front door of the apartment open 


"Hey, Lex. Just checkin’ up." 


"Thanks, Angus, that's nice. But..| thought you don't drive..?" The guitarist paused and shrugged. "Oh, well, | was 


driven here. Mal wants to know if he can come in-" 


"Any of you guys can visit whenever you want." He smiled, walked out into the hallway, and Malcolm came in, 
closed the door behind him. He hugged me, holding me close to him as he did. After a couple of minutes of just 
standing there, wrapped in each other's arms, | said quietly, "Come on" | led him by the hand to my bedroom, 
and didn't even bother to turn on the light since it was just sunset, the light from the sun giving my room a 
deep red glow. | stopped in the middle of my floor, halfway between the window and the door, and felt Mal 
place his hands gently on my sides. | closed my eyes and couldn't help but smile when he kissed me. 

EK 

| woke up early the next morning when | heard voices whispering at the door of my room, Mal and somebody 


else. 


‘Mal, we gotta go in a bit or we won't get to the gig on time. It's in fucking Adelaide, d'you know how far we 
gotta go?" 


| know, Ang, but | can't just leave her in the middle of the night, its wrong. | know. Stay there." 


| heard Angus sigh as Mal walked back to bed, and felt his hand on my shoulder. "Lex, baby, you awake?" | sat 
up and yawned, and nodded. "We got a few gigs set in Adelaide, and I'll have to be gone for a while, so get 
dressed. | want you to come with me." | felt my heart flutter in my chest, couldn't help a smile bursting on 


my face. | was actually going on the road with ther! 


| got dressed in jeans and a Lock Up Your Daughters ‘713 Tour shirt, stuffed an armful of clothes into a 
suitcase, and wrote a note to Jen explaining my leaving. After signing it and placing it near her seat at the 
dinner table, | followed the boys out the door to close and lock up. 


When we got to the ground floor, | could see that it was Bon who was driving us all in a large truck, and upon 
getting in the back, found myself with a couple of groupies who probably thought | was one of them until Mal 
got in next to me and put his head on my lap. One of the girls scowled. "Wow, Mal, why so clingy? She's 
probably just gonna shag your brother the entire time we're in Adelaide." 


He didn't turn to look at her as he said flatly, "Y'know what, Lauren? I'd be happy to kick you out of the van 
and leave you here if you keep talkin’ ‘bout my girlfriend like that. So shut up and think of somethin’ better to 
do." She scoffed and got out of the van, slamming the door. Bon started the car and drove off, saying, "I'm 
gonna miss her, she could bend backwards.. Oh, well. We can deal with it, hey, Ang?" 


Angus blushed furiously, and didn't respond. He just looked out the window, strumming mindlessly on his guitar 
as the van pulled onto National Highway. The next eight hours were filled with the sound of Bors crooning 
singing voice, Angus periodically making a note of lyrics in a notebook in his lap. | started to talk with the other 
two groupies who stayed, and could tell that they both were like Phil and Mark's "on tour only" girlfriends, one 
of them named Lila and the other named Sadie, both from Sydney. But then they started talking about their 
sisters, and | felt a part of my happiness leave me. Jen wasn't with me, and we'd been through everything 
together ever since | could remember, from casual fights with our mother to helping out with bruises. She 


was my rock, but she wasn't with me. 

| stood up in the van, and sat in the space in the seats between Ang and Bon. The latter started to sing a low 
and calming song, with a slight accent that | could tell was from Scotland. Angus started to hum along, and | 
smiled "My dad used to sing that to me when | was a kid. How'd you know it?" 

Its from me home. Well, Ang and Mal, too, but | was raised there longer than they were." Angus nodded. 
"Yeah, the poor bugger was there for so long that he still had an accent." Bon laughed and shook his head, 
smiling like nothing was wrong in his life. | looked up at him and said quietly, "Bon, why d'you do it?" 

"Do what, love?" 


"Why do you drink so much? | mean, even you say you drink too much, and | just..want to know why." 


Bon was still smiling, but the happy glimmer in his eyes was gone. "Eh, | dunno, it makes me feel better. | get 


stage fright if | don't do it, so it's a bit helpfull" | felt my heart sink with that and Angus put a hand on my 
shoulder, but spoke to Bon. 


Il kill ya if you have too much. It will kill you, and y'know it, don't you?" 


Bon was silent at that, just kept looking at the road. After a minute, he said, "I just. gotta ride on, y'know? One 
of these days, its gonna catch up with me, and | know that, but till then, I've gotta ride on" 


| looked back at Angus, who had a solemn look on his face, and then moved back to where Malcolm was sitting. 
| sat next to him, leaned my head against his shoulder, and sighed. "I hope Bon gets himself together, he'll end 
up getting fired someday if he keeps on drinkin’ and doin’ drugs and all that." He shrugged and put an arm 
around my shoulder, kissed the top of my head. "It's alright, Alex, he's gonna live forever. He's Bon Scott!" 
Malcolm spent the rest of the ride trying to reassure me, but the voice in the back of my head kept on 
denying Bon would be alright in the long run. 

EK 

As soon as we arrived at the hotel in Adelaide, a few people in the lobby asked for Bon's autograph. A girl, who 
looked about sixteen or so and was still in her school uniform, ran up to Angus, a pen in her hand and her face 
as red as her hair. "Hi, could you..sign something for me?" Angus smiled warmly, and grabbed a piece of paper 
from his pocket. "What's your name?" 


"Eva. | love you guys, I've got both your albums at home!" Angus signed the paper, and | saw his writing get 
less smooth, more mechanical. Only when he tossed her a wink and a smirk did | realize he'd given her his 
motel room number. She looked up at him, and grabbed his hand, scribbling her phone number on his palm. 
When she finished, she whispered something in his ear, he whispered back before handing her a small piece of 


paper, and she stumbled away with a look of elation on her face. 


Ang chuckled as the girl giggled out the door. "She's gonna go backstage after the show tonight, if that's 
alright" "Careful, mate," Bon said warningly, "If people find out she's underage, you could get in huge trouble." 
"Says a bloke who's had a girlfriend who's underage, at least I'm close to her age." The singer shook his head 
and laughed, and said lowly,"Hope she doesn't mind if | join you." "She won't, trust me." The head width space 
between them could have been cut with a butter knife from the sexual tension, and Mal had to clear his 


throat so that him and his brother could tune their guitars without getting distracted. 


So, naturally, Bon and | had to leave the room, Phil and Mark going off with Lila and Sadie to go look around 
Adelaide. 


We ended up walking down to a bar that was conveniently right across the street, and Bon ordered a glass of 
KB while | was automatically given a small glass of Coca Cola. | must have made a face; Bon laughed, and clinked 


my glass with his. 


"Don't be sad, it's a lot better for you than this." He then took a huge gulp, and in hardly no time at all his 
beer was half gone. | sipped on my Coke as Bon's glass was refilled, and we started talking about anything other 
than his drinking habit, but | didn't mind. At least he told me enough to get the message that, if the band did a 


good job at the gig set, Malcolm would be more than welcome to do me. Which was both nice to know and 


slightly awkward. 


